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Ralph Williams Named UM Basketball Coach 

" He's like Pitino With Really Big Hands/' Says AD 
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UM AD Bill Martin excitedly announced Ralph 
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Williams as the new head coach yesterday. 


Yesterday, nearly a month after the 
long-overdue dismissal of men’s 
basketball head coach Brian Ellerbe 
and two weeks after NCAA legend 
Rick Pitino snubbed Michigan in 
favor of Louisville, Athletic Director 
Bill Martin announced the surprise 
appointment of popular UM 
professor Ralph Williams as head 
coach of the team. 

“The man’s taught in every other 
department—English, Religion, Italian, 

Brain Surgery, Groundskeeping—so we 
figured ‘why not athletics?”’ Martin said 
at Tuesday’s press conference. “So we 
asked him if knew anything about 
college basketball. Ralph just flailed his hands 
about wildly and quoted some long thing about 
King Lear and his inability to reconcile paternal 
responsibility with his own malignant hubris— 
we didn’t really understand anything he was 
saying, but we figured he knew what he was 
talking about.” 

Williams, who has been at Michigan for 
more than 30 years, has no previous head¬ 
coaching experience. In fact, the only sports 
experience he has had to date was a short 
stint managing the “Petrarchean Son-ettes,” 
a cheerleading group that provided halftime 
entertainment at the home games of the Fort 
Lauderdale Purgatorio, a short lived CBA 
franchise. 


Ignoring the microphones set up on the 
press table, Williams delivered his first 
official words as the UM men’s basketball 
coach while pacing animatedly around the 
podium, occasionally directing strange, 
excited waves towards people he had never 
seen before. 

“I’m delighted to be here, just delighted,” 
he boomed with a broad smile. “To see all 
you wonderful people, to share in this 
marvelous game of ‘basketball,’ to begin 
anew, to preside over this magnificent 
rebirth. We are yet again babes in the gentle 
arms of a tender nurse—yea or nay class, 
yea or nay?!” 

After a mystified, nervous chorus of 


“yeas” from the press corps, 
Williams wiped a mysterious 
white residue from his lips and 
continued. “The coach’s job, as I 
see it, is not unlike the duty 
described by sweet Desdemona in 
William Shakespeare’s Othello: 
‘Those that do teach young Babes/ 
Do it with gentle means, and easy 
tasks/...for in good faith/ I am a 
Child to chiding.’ And from the 
innocent blood of dear 
Desdemona, let spring the same 
hope eternal that lifts LaVell 
Blanchard upon the gilded wings 
of golden seraphim to the very 
gates of paradise!” 

As Williams wept silently for several 
minutes, tremendously moved by the 
obscurity of his simile, the press followed the 
current basketball roster into the gym for a 
public practice session with their new coach. 

“I don’t know if I like him calling us 
babes,” said freshman center Josh Moore, 
“but I think Coach Williams can bring a lot 
to this team.” When asked to elaborate on 
Williams’ potential contributions to the 
basketball program, Moore said, “Well, he 
speaks Italian, and Kobe Bryant speaks 

See RALPH 
page 6 
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Four Shocked By Latest School Shooting 

Tragedy Seen "A Mile Away" 



Anthony Richards was shocked when told of the shooting 


CALIFORNIA —Four 
Americans were shocked last 
week after learning that a 
disgruntled student attacked 
his California high school, 
shooting two of his classmates. 

While most of America 
shrugged and went on with 
their day after healing of the 
renewal of the new ‘American 
Pastime,’ the incident still 
managed to surprise some of 
the dumb and elderly. 

“It just doesn’t make any 
sense,” said construction 
worker Anthony Richards, 
one of the four who was 
apparently unaware of the dozens of 
previous school shootings essentially 
identical to this one. “We should do 
something about that! I can’t remember 
the last time something like this 
happened...of course I have premature 


Alzheimer’s, I just drank a bottle of chicken 
poison, and I don’t care much for news.” 

Also stunned was Zachary Sowle, the 
famous 16 th century scientist recently freed 
from his self-imposed cryogenic stasis. 
“I’m simply astounded: efficient methods 


of assassination, Frenchmen 
capable of human speech, butter 
from a peanut!” he exclaimed. 
“Truly this future is a land of 
enchantment!” 

Ironically, one of the four 
clueless Americans, Jessica 
Wolstan, actually attended the 
shooter’s school. “Once he talked 
about coming to the school on 
March 5 th and killing two people. 
I thought he was just joking,” she 
said. “He was always this 
outsider who just sat in the comer 
talking to himself about guns. 
Once, he made this list of students 
he wanted to kill and drew little 
x’s over their eyes in the school picture. All 
the signs were there. If only someone had 
picked up on them... but how? How?” 

See SHOOTING 
page 6 
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National News 


Worldcom Agrees to Purchase Burger King 

$160 Mini-Merger to Provide Employees With Tasty Lunch 


NEW YORK, NEW YORK—Wall Street 
was once again sent into turmoil last week 
following the news that communications 
giant Worldcom has agreed to purchase a 
portion of the Burger King Corporation. The 
deal, worth an estimated one hundred and 
sixty dollars, makes the new corporate 
juggernaut the third largest long distance¬ 
providing, your-way-making partnership in the United 
States. 

Worldcom CEO Bernie Ebbers announced last 
Wednesday that his company would pay eight shares of 
stock in exchange for thirty Whopper Jr. with Cheese Value 
Meals and Hershey’s Sundae Pies. The deal should go 
through sometime next week, when several members of a 
networking team in the Atlanta office are considering 
working through lunch. 

“It’s a pretty big project, and their deadline’s coming 
up in about ten days here,” Ebbers explained. “It’s really 
looking like they may need to stay at the office for lunch. 
We just want to be prepared. Plus, we’re always looking 
to expand, and I would never overlook a possible 
partnership with someone that can make such a respectable 
French toast stick.” 

According to Ebbers, the names of the two corporations 
will remain unchanged, to prevent confusion in each 
company’s respective customer base. “Based on what 
we’ve seen with these types of mergers in the past, it’s 
very difficult for a new name to gain acceptance,” he 
explained, citing last year’s ridiculous Long John 
Silverizon Wireless Seafood and the recent failure of 
Kentucky Fried Nortel. 

Though the names are not changing, the merger will be 


evident in the companies’ advertising. Burger 
King has already begun plans on a promotional 
campaign that will feature a six-foot length of 
fiber optic cable in every Big Kids Meal. “It’s 
like a lasso,” said a Burger King spokesper¬ 
son. “A big dangerous lasso made out of sharp 
expensive glass.” A voluntary recall of the 
cable is also being planned. 

The crossover marketing hasn’t escaped Worldcom, 
either. “I just upgraded my plan,” said Worldcom Wireless 
customer Jack Gatling. “Now every month I get 300 
anytime chicken tenders.” 

Some Worldcom employees have expressed concern and 
confusion regarding the merger. “I’ve never seen anything 
like this in my eight years here,” said software engineer 
Alex Lee. “If we bought out a company every time one of 
our employees solicited something from them for personal 
use with company funds during work, I can personally 
vouch for the fact that we would have had an internet 
pornography team here years ago. That would have been 
sweet.” 

In addition, Ebbers has warned that some Worldcom 
layoffs can be expected. “Some of our company’s services 
will be replaced with those of our new partner,” explained 
the CEO at his press conference yesterday. “For example, 
our flame-broiling division is now completely 
unnecessary.” 

Despite these concerns, early reports show that the 
market has reacted positively to the acquisition. “I think 
it’s a good move for Worldcom,” said financial analyst 
and sandwich lover Mike Hayes. “I myself have ‘merged’ 
with a BK Big Fish Sandwich three times this week. That 
is a damn fine fish sandwich.” 



Future-Predicting Monkey Just Wants to Eat Bananas 


SAN DIEGO, CA—Keepers at the 
San Diego Zoo were amazed last 
week when they discovered that 
one of their monkeys has the 
uncanny ability to predict future 
events. However, the monkey, 
who has been assigned a variety 
of nicknames from “Monkdini” to 
“Clairvoyant George” to “Monkey 
Dionne Warwick,” seems reluctant 
to embrace his newfound celebrity. 

He has so far resisted attempts to 
push him into the limelight by 
hiding in his pen and warning 
ambitious zookeepers that he is if 
forced out, he sees a face-full of 
monkey urine in their futures. 

“Monkdini’s” supernatural abili¬ 
ties were first discovered several weeks ago, when he 
warned zoo officials that Sheba the tiger would attempt to 
escape from her cage by donning a red bandana, periodi¬ 
cally shouting “They’re Grrrreat!” and eating the 
zookeeper. Two days later, when Sheba was caught at the 
main gate trying to bum a cigarette off of an astute secu¬ 
rity guard (who remembered from Tony The Tiger’s auto¬ 
biography, Frosted Flake: A Tiger’s Story, that the real 
cereal mascot had given up smoking years ago), Monkdini 
was hailed as a hero—a future-predicting monkey hero. 

“Everyone here thinks it’s just incredible,” said Rusty 
Walpole, a zookeeper in the monkey-house, “Up till now. 


we thought he was just another 
monkey who wore a big 
sorcerer’s cap and spoke in an 
upper-class English accent—who 
could have predicted this? Well, 
who other than a future- 
predicting monkey.” 

Celebrated monkeyologists 
across the world have hailed 
Monkdini as a natural wonder. 
“It’s really an amazing biological 
phenomenon,” said Bernard 
Weintraub, celebrated 

monkeyologist. “I mean, this is 
nothing like the sheep who could 
travel through time, or that 
wombat that could recite The 
Canterbury Tales in Esperanto, or 
the bullfrog that could tell you the exact nutritional value 
of any food, anywhere in the world. This is something 
totally different—I would have sex with that monkey in a 
minute.” 

Monkdini himself, however, has shunned this unsolic¬ 
ited storm of publicity, longing for the peaceful simplicity 
of the non-psychic monkey’s life. Speaking to the press 
briefly on Wednesday, Monkdini pleaded with reporters 
just to leave him alone. 

See FUTURE MONKEY 
page 6 
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Maybelline Models Discovered to Be 
"Born With It" 

KILLDEER, NORTH DAKOTA—After a comprehensive 
scientific study, researchers at East Dakota University have 
arrived at a definitive answer to the eternal question posed 
by the Maybelline cosmetic company, “Maybe she’s born 
with it, maybe it’s Maybelline”: She’s born with it. 

While this does not discredit the quality nor the value of 
Maybelline cosmetic products, it does end the mystery 
created by the alliterative jingle included in countless 
commercials featuring such ridiculously attractive models 
as Sarah Michelle Geller, Tyra Banks and Christie 
Turlington. 

“Our tests show that Maybelline products, though they 
may smooth a woman’s complexion or accentuate her best 
features, rarely give her high, delicate cheekbones, perky 
yet supple breasts, or cause her to look 20-60 pounds 
lighter,” said Henry Foster, head of Cosmetology at East 
Dakota University. “They also fail to give most women 
multi-million dollar modeling contracts or thousands of 
drooling male fans—with the exception of Maybelline 
Cool Effect Cream Eye-Shadow. That’s some good stuff.” 

Maybelline representatives have responded to the study 
with skepticism. “The key word here is maybe,” Craig 
Wilson, a company spokesman said on Monday. “So 
maybe Sarah or Tyra or Christie was born with the genetic 
code that defines their carefully sculpted features and 
statuesque bodies.” After a long dramatic pause, he said 
suggestively, “But then again, maybe NOT!” Wilson then 
cocked his eyebrow in mock-mystery, and began winking 
his right eye continuously for nearly fifteen minutes. 
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Writer's Block Solved By Anger Towards Women, Hilarious Monkeys 

Comic Book Guy From Simpsons Makes Cameo, Declares Article "Worst Ever" 


Monkeys Rule, Women Suck! 

In a recently completed study, 

University scientists discovered 
that, while women are very, 
very sucky, monkeys rule 
hardcore. 

“Women totally suck,” said 
portly tenth-year engineer 
Ricardo Williams, one of the 
researchers. “And I do not say this out of some otherworldly 
desire to court and win the heart of hunky John Stamos, for I 
am far too busy constructing ridiculous things and reading 
hardcore Japanese pom comics for that sort of endeavor.” 

Critics of the study have claimed that it offers no useful 
knowledge. “We’ve known for a long time that women would 
rip your heart out of your body and eat it than, say, study with 
you at the library for just an hour, I mean, really, is that so 
much to ask?” asked similarly portly seventh-year engineer 
Kevin Carter while wealing a pair of black plastic glasses 
taped together in the center. “And monkeys, of course, arc 
funny, especially when they throw feces at each other and 
spread Ebola, but did we really need someone to tell us this? 
That’s like putting Mario Lemieux on the ’ 87 Oilers.” 

Meanwhile, a roundtable discussion of the study attended 
by President Bollinger and his mom, evil E3W editors, some 
crazy people from BAMN, and a sixth grader who won the 
right to attend by defeating the basketball team by a score 
of 121-59 got way out of hand. While BAMN crazily pro¬ 
tested about not having enough non-primates in University 
studies. President Bollinger cried about not getting into 
Harvard, the sixth grader picked his nose and the E3W edi¬ 
tors pondered the deep and abiding significance of this con¬ 
firmation of their beliefs. 


Daily "99% Certain" Battier Coming to UM 

Fresh off predicting the departure of beloved University of 
Michigan president Lee Bollinger to Harvard and the naming 
of Rick Pitino as head coach of the basketball team the very 
day he signed with Louisville, the Michigan Daily has 
uncovered more breaking news. Reporters citing sources 
close to local Michigan basketball star Shane Battier claim 
that he’ll “definitely join the basketball team next fall.” 

“It’s a done deal, all he needs to do is sign the contract... 
I mean letter of intent,” said Michigan Daily Sports Editor 
Steven Yomer. “I’ve checked and double-checked my 
sources—all of whom are very, very reliable—and they say 
he has made his decision and can’t wait to don the maize 
and blue to help turn this program around.” 

Critics of the Daily have asserted that the “sources” for 
this huge story are spurious at best, as they include comedian 
George Burns, dead for several years, and a future predicting 
monkey who just wants to eat bananas. The Daily has 
countered these claims by pointing at the price of the paper, 
which is free, and pointing out that you get what you pay for. 

Nevertheless, recruiting analysts have described the 
Battier commitment as a “huge get.” Many have speculated 
that it may even help sway highly prized recruit and Flint 
native Mateen Cleaves, currently a Detroit Piston, to commit 
to the Wolverines. 

Battier, a 1997 Detroit Country Day graduate, could 
not be reached for comment. He is expected make his 
official announcement after he graduates from Duke 
University this spring. 


Intrepid Every Three Weekly staffer 
Rich Cantley reported that he had 
overcome a “heinous” case of writer’s 
block yesterday by relying on the twin 
foundations of E3W humor—the 
suckiness of women and the hilarity of 
monkeys. 

Cantley had been stuck for hours 
attempting to come up with a clever, 
original premise when inspiration 
struck. Instead of coming up with 
something worthwhile, he would 
recycle old jokes in a desperate attempt to appear 
productive to the “slave driving, no good boogers” that 
edit the paper. Fifteen minutes and no revisions later, a 
masterpiece emerged. 

According to Cantley, the article that resulted, “Monkeys 
Rule, Women Suck,” is some of his finest work. “By 
creating a fictitious University study, I successfully offered 
a pretext for my article,” he said. “I wonder why no one 
had thought of that previously. I also talked about how 
BAMN is crazy and the basketball team sucks. Where do 
I get this stuff? I don’t know! Wow!” 

After dwelling on the suckiness of women—a position 
Cantley swears has no roots in his own lovelife, which he 
described as “rich” and “full”—for some 400 words, 
Cantley then explored the varied wonders of “hilarious, 
hilarious monkeys.” 

“Monkeys are so cute and funny,” said Cantley. 
“Monkeys make everything better, and making fun of them 
isn’t nearly as mean as making fun of retards or dead people 


like some other staffers do. For 
instance, the sentence ‘Monkeys 
like to bite people and give them 
diseases’ is much less mean than 
‘Retards like to bite people and 
give them diseases.’ Perhaps less 
funny, but, really, all we’re after 
here is to make people feel good.” 

Cantley’s article is slated for 
page three of the E3W’s latest 
issue, much to the chagrin of 
editor Brian Cook. 

“For Christ’s sake,” said Cook. “The thing contains 
inappropriate references to hockey, ‘Full House,’ and 
President Bollinger’s mom, nerdy engineer stereotypes, 
bitterness towards women, ridiculous quotes no one would 
ever say, and self-referential humor. We’ve already run 
this sort of thing exactly 32,764 times.” 

Several other staffers have criticized the article, but 
Cantley attributes this to jealousy. “That bastard Clarke is 
just mad that his ‘Retards Attack North Campus’ article 
was passed over for mine,” he said. “And don’t get me 
started on Maun’s ‘Sororities are Full of Stupid Whores 
But Please Don’t Sue Us Because We Said That.’ I swear, 
the rest of these people don’t have an original bone in 
their body.” 

The 750 word opus was whittled down to about 250 by 
Cook, who then held his nose and passed it to Mike Chu, 
the layout editor. Chu did not find the story humorous, but 
managed to find a wonderful picture of a robot doing 
something really funny to accompany it. 


Student Prepares to Graduate with Broad Knowledge of Liberal Arts, 

No Job Prospects 


Despite a complete lack of job offers and an impending 
total withdrawal of parental support, sixth-year LS&A 
Senior Tom Drewes is eagerly awaiting his graduation next 
month from the University of Michigan’s Modern 
Languages Department. 

“When I came to college I didn’t know what I wanted to 
do,” said Drewes, a tall, oddly foppish gentleman. “What 
I did know, however, was that I didn’t want to get trapped 
in the rigmarole of something like computer science, pre- 
med or engineering. Those programs are so centered on 
developing a job, not a person. Personal skills are 
important to me, because as a French major I won’t have 
to worry about getting a job—just begging other persons 
for money.” 

Other students, most of whom seem considerably less 
fidgety as they approach the “real world,” disagree with 
Drewes. “I thought about transferring to general LS&A,” 
said pre-business student Jessica Brown. “But then I 
asked myself if I wanted to get a job that paid ‘money’ 
so I can ‘buy things.’ Call me selfish, but I enjoy things 
like food, clothing, and shelter. The choice seemed pretty 
clear to me.” 

The debate between taking classes that seem enjoyable 
versus those that will prepare students for jobs with earning 
potential is a heated one. In a recent survey of over 4500 
students, 55% said they were enrolled in low fun, high 
payoff classes, while 44% were enrolled in high fun, low 
payoff classes and 32% were very angry about the disparity 
between socioeconomic classes in our “so-called 
democracy.” The numbers—calculated by two earth 
science majors and Wobbles, a dyslexic chimpanzee— 


illustrate just how confused some students have become. 

“I know it’s dumb to stay in the LS&A school with no 
future plans,” said junior Kendra Rossman. “But it’s 
traditionally seen as the school for dumb people anyway, 
so in a way don’t my actions justify themselves? Besides, 
if you stay in school long enough, they give you tenure 
and a certificate,” she said as she held out her ‘certificate,’ 
actually a tuition bill. 

“Ouch, I’ve been thinking too much, my head hurts,” 
she continued. “Can I go to a party now?” 

Drewes, a self-proclaimed “risk-taker,” says the LS&A 
lifestyle simply fit with his personality. “What bigger 
chance is there to take than turning my back on guaranteed 
success for a future many describe as ‘wasteful of 
resources’ at best?” he asked. “Besides, it was nice having 
classes with my girlfriend. She’ll always stand by me, 
even after my parents remove my financial safety net and 
I fall through. I’m sure afterwards the ‘people with French 
majors’ job market will soar, and I’ll pull in 80k easy.” 

Until then, Drewes is considering several offers, though 
none of them is for a job. The most attractive appeal's to 
be a pandhandling position on South University. “That 
position has an overhang and some pigeons to chill with,” 
said Drewes. “It’s also a lot warmer than the North Campus 
panhandling areas.” 

“I think it’s gonna work out,” he continued. “If not I 
can always come back and study a bit more in my field so 
I can become a professor and continue the cycle of leading 
impressionable young minds astray. At least I’ll never be 
a bitter engineer who wastes his time writing hurtful satire 
articles to justify his pathetic lack of social identity.” 
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Letters to the Editor 


Letters are real. Please pick up your bumper sticker at the UAC 
office, 4 th floor, Michigan Union. Ask Maty. We’d like to thank 
everyone who wrote us this year, good and bad. Oddly enough, 
E3W hasn’t gotten a lot ofhatemail. Don’t tell me all you really 
touchy political types are developing a sense of humor! 

Subject: praise 

Date: Wed, 14 Mar 2001 18:52:17 -0500 
From: Richard Chen <richardc+@andrew.cmu.edu> 

Hello from Carnegie Mellon University. Here, though I’m 
not a part of its publication staff, the Activities Board 
produces “readme” (http://www.andrew.cmu.edu/~jmz/ 
though the online version hasn’t seen an update in months) 
which isn’t quite as funny as you guys so I did want to give 
you thumbs up for the hilarious work there. Hehe, there’s a 
small chance I might transfer to CS @ UM although that’s 
a whole another story/email. Until then, I’ll read it online 
and enjoy it heartily. Thanks again! 

Thanks for reading us. If you are 6’2 ”+ and can throw a 
football 60 yards, please feel free to transfer here. Of 
course, you go to Carnegie Mellon and are a computer 
science person, so we’re thinking that’s unlikely. 

DAMN YOU GEORGE STEINBRENNER! 
AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAARGH. 

Ahem. 

-Ed. 

Subject: Someone set us up the bomb. 

Date: Thu, 15 Mar 2001 21:03:59 -0500 (EST) 
From: Grant Martin <gkmartin@engin.umich.edu> 

All your base are belong to us. 

http://bleuiko.hypermart.net/ 

For those of you who didn’t get the “subtle joke" read 
the tagline to the last issue. For an “explanation ” please 
go to the above link. Granted the link doesn’t explain much, 
but it should make things less random. 

Maybe one of our crazy fans will make one with lots ofE3W 
front pages that read “all your base are belong to us" now. 
-Ed. 


Subject: jealous in Kansas 

Date: Wed, 21 Mar 2001 23:54:11 -0600 

From: Baggy Slims <rgal861@ksu.edu> 

God, you guys are funny. I’m a student at Kansas State 
University right now and have longed for a satire magazine 
at our school. You’d think that with 22,000 students, 
there’d be a few interested in writing some damn funny 
stuff and getting it published, but no. We’re all too 
concerned about getting drunk, bitching about class, 
drinking some more, going cow-tipping, drinking some 
more, and to top it off drinking some more. Hell, the high 
point of our year so far was getting a snow day for the first 
time in 20 years. There was more creativity and humor at 
the last two funerals I attended than there is at KSU. 

So count your blessings that you guys are able to do this, 
and enjoy it. And if you ever need a Kansas correspondent, 
drop me a line. ;) 

Keep up the good work. 

-bobby allison-gallimore 

Thanks for the kind words. Why is it that we get just as 
many good letters from people outside of our fair campus 
than from within our fair campus? 

Hmmmm... KSU is “concerned about getting drunk, 
bitching about class, drinking... cow-tipping... ” what is 
it with universities that end in SU? 

-Ed. 

Subject: EW3 

Date: Mon, 26 Mar 2001 15:55:24 -0500 
From: sgotfred@umich.edu 

Digglitts of fibble 

Fibble indeed, my friend. Fibble...indeed. 

-Ed. 

Subject: the incompetant E3W 

Date: Sat, 24 Mar 2001 16:22:56 -0500 (EST) 

From: Samuel Ryan Kirk <samkirk@umich.edu> 


Bastards All- 

In your last paper you printed a letter supposedly from 
me. Horse shit! I don’t know no Georgia Katis and I don’t 
know you people. So you got this letter from a umich 
address that clearly stated the sender and the writer were 
not the same. Instead of verifying the address or for that 
matter thinking at all, you just printed that refuse along 
with my email address. Unacceptable. Now all your 
readers (both of ’em) think that I wrote all that 
inconsequential babble. Allow me to clarify. There is 
absolutely NO association between Georgia Katis and me, 
that is beside the one you fabricated by printing that 
steaming cowpie. You just lost one more subscriber you 
never had. You will print this and clear my name. 

Thanks for nothing, you foul-minded simians, 

Sam Kirk 

We received both this and another letter from “Georgia 
Katis" from this dude’s address. Now seems like a perfect 
opportunity to address people out there about “how often 
you should write us"—if you write us once and we put it 
in and then you write us again immediately, we get scared. 
We worry that you may be stalking us or garroting our 
cats. We understand that it’s sort of cool to see your letter 
here. But we don’t want to encourage the cat-garroting 
thing, so we generally don’t publish a second letter. 

Of course, in this guy’s case, we’ve received three letters, 
one from him, and two from a fictional homeless woman 
named Georgia, which probably means that he’s already 
garroted his OWN cats and is lookin ’for more. So: keep 
your cats away from Samuel Ryan Kirk at all costs. 

If, perhaps, you are a psychology student or a FBI profiler 
and are interested in the second extended “Georgia Katis ” 
rambling, it’s on the website at www.everythreeweekly.com. 

-Ed. 

Send us letters. 

threeweeks.letters@umich.edu 


Wrigley's Abominable Baseball Stadium 


Sweet sassy molassy! Baseball’s darkest day has finally 
reared its ugly head. As if the city of Chicago hasn’t 
already suffered enough from the blows dealt by Shoeless 
Joe, Buck Weaver and the six others—now we have to 
deal with this! If you haven’t heard, Cubs’ Park, home to 
our beloved Cubs, has recently changed its moniker to 
Wrigley field in the image of William Wrigley Jr., owner 
of the team and the president of the sugarised chewing- 
goo manufacturer of the same name. 

Before we let this change occur and continue our lives or 
reckless phonograph listening we should look deep within our 
souls and ask ourselves: Is this the legacy we want to leave our 
children? Fifty years from now when every home will have 
three Chinamen workers and our children will traipse about 
the globe in large dirigibles ordering champagne from cloud 
cities, do we want them to go to a baseball game at Joe 
Waterson’s Snake Oil Emporium Baseball Field? Sure it might 
cure my rickets and liver spots, but it isn’t the name for a baseball 
stadium is it? It’d be like naming an ail ment Tyrus Cobb 
Arthritis, Lou Gehrig’s Disease, or “Sassy” Grisom Aids. 


Where is Commissioner Kenesaw Mountain Landis taking 
our beloved pass time? I say he should spend less time in the 
speakeasies lollygagging with flappers doing the Charleston 
and focus more on baseball! These sponsorships, along with 
this “radio broadcasting” may well destroy baseball forever. 
Does he take us for rubes? Has he fallen completely off the 
trolley? Perhaps next he shall put an end to peanut vending 
or, worse yet, allow for new teams in other cities, perhaps 
even in other nations. Can you imagine a “Toronto Nine?” 
Our boys would take aims and stoim the border the day the 
Queen’s song played before a pitched ball, by jingo! 

I remember back in Ought-One, when Julian Anderson 
and I were discussing the sexual habits of our greatest 
bachelor President, James Buchanan—this was right before 
the terrible death of our nation’s greatest President, William 
McKinley, if I recall correctly. During our discussion, I 
had mentioned the docility of the German people and how 
they would soon join forces with the Polish and the Danes 
in pioneering a cure for dysentery when I had acquired an 
odd feeling in my joints. Lo-and-behold a few years later 


This Day in History Flashback 
Editor's Notation: October 27™, 1927 

we were in the Great War. I am getting the same hankering 
in my trick knee about these baseball stadiums. 

I am just as certain that this trend of company named 
sport venues will continue as I am certain the next great 
war will feature fantastic battles between flying machines 
and spectacular duels to the death of human-controlled 
hydraulically-powered android spider monkeys. 

I weep for the future. The economic boom of the 1920s 
has no end in sight—the stock market will soar and soar! 
The Dow Jones might even shatter the 1000 mark in ten or 
twenty years. There is no doubt in my mind this bull market 
will carry us into the 1960s. This rush along with the 
inevitable silver standard is what’s going to ban kr oll our 
moon colonization effort and horseless carnage revolution. 

But if the names of the stadiums are changing to lifeless 
corporations, what’s next for our beloved game? Soon 
baseball players will demand outrageous sums of money 

See BASEBALL 
page 6 
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Every Three Weekly's Guide to God's Marketing Campaign 


In the ever-changing world of religion, advertising is now more 
important than ever. In recent years, God has made several efforts 
to get more people spiritually aware, including billboards, the 
PAX network, and Church’s Fried Chicken. There’s plenty more 
on the way, including: 

Ye Olde School Rap. God, using the “rap name” Snoop Doggy 
Dogma, is currently in the studio, kickin’ out mad flava on his 
first hip-hop album. With some help from producer Dr. Dre, Satan 
is my Biatch will be out later this year. The first single, “Thank? 
For Da 40z,” includes guest appearances by deceased rappers 
Biggie Smalls and Tupac Shakur, who—due to an administrative 
error—both ended up in Heaven. 

Sitcom on the WB. While “Touched by an Angel” has been 
hugely successful, God is now pursuing the coveted 18-59 
demographic. With that in mind, God has landed his first sitcom, 
“Trinity’s Company.” God stars as Jack, an accident-prone chef 
who shares an apartment with two sexy ladies. The uptight 
landlord disapproves of a guy living with two girls, so God 
convinces the landlord that he’s really gay. Wackiness ensues. 

Getting the TRL Crowd. According to a popular song by a 
now unpopular group, “Everybody Wants to Rule the World.” 
At least that’s what MTV is hoping, as they’ve teamed with God 
to create the first “Wanabe Supreme Being?” Contest. To enter, 
go to MTV studios in Times Square next weekend. Six finalists 
will be chosen, who will then have to answer questions such as 
“Which five apostles would make the cutest boy band?” After 
on-line voting is complete, Jessie Camp will be declared the 
winner. Camp is expected to alter the Ten Commandments, 
changing “Thou Shalt Not Ki ll” to “Thou Shalt ROCK OUT,” 
and “Thou Shalt Not Commit Adultery” to “Thou Shalt Do Lots 
Of Fucking Heroin.” 

Breakfast time. Looking for a breakfast that’s heavenly 



Come and knock on our door... 


delicious? Then God’s got a cereal for you, from the makers of 
Sugar Smacks. Coming out later this summer, it’s Kellogg’s God 
Smacks, not to be confused with the voodoo-worshipping alt-rock 
group of the same name. Lawsuit pending. 


Other Billboards. Hoping to lure both teenage girls and middle- 
age men, God has signed pop superstar Britney Spears to a two- 
year endorsement deal, in which the young diva will get a cross 
tattooed on her cleavage. Rumor has it God is working on a similar 
deal with the Olson Twins; E3W will keep you posted if anything 
new develops. And we will have pictures... oh, the pictures we 
shall have. 


Now's The Time We Go Away 

But We'll Be Back Another Day! 


Yes, that’s right, folks, year two, er... year one hundred and 
eleven of the E3W is in the books. We’ve written, um, around 
130 articles this year, and we’ll be honest: some of those were 
very, very good, and others were only very good. No one is 
perfect. 

But, anyway, even the editors of the E3W—the evilest of the 
evil E3W staff—are prone to the sentimental goodbye, and here 
it is. I’m Brian, and I hope I speak for Mike and Amol too when 
I say that founding and editing the E3W has probably been the 
most interesting and important part of the whole “college expe¬ 
rience.” 

But there is a time for everything, and a time to close your 
eyes and shoot everything because it’s become rabid, and I must 
regret to inform you that we, the current editors of the E3W, 
are indeed rabid. It is only a matter of time before we are put 
down, but we plan to leave the E3W in a much better state than 
Drew Henson left the football team. 

So, it’s time to meet the new editors: 

Editor In Chief: Paul Malewitz 

Associate Editors: Yoni Brenner, Brian Clarke, Rich Cantley 

Layout Editor: Carl Grant 

Online Editor: Andrew de los Reyes 

We have the utmost confidence that they will piss off just as 
many people as we did, but hopefully in new and interesting 
ways. To my knowledge, they are also all single, ladies, so snap 
‘em up while you can. 


There is one last item to attend to, and 
that is the departure of our single senior- 
who’s-not-going-to-grad-school-here, Kit 
Nicholls. Kit was largely responsible for 
the strangest things in the paper, like the 
Guides with the strange lingo, the opin¬ 
ions that weren’t ours, and robots loving 
malt liquor. We shall miss his strangeness 
and undeniably excellent writing skills, but most of all we 
shall miss his propensity to threaten physical violence against 
Raffi. 

The only fitting tribute to this man is to display the worst pic¬ 
ture ever taken of him, wherein he looks quite like an old drunken 
Zack Morris. Enjoy. 

Mike, Amol, and I will still be here next year, just not run¬ 
ning things, so no humiliating pictures of us yet. You’ll just 
have to wait. 

Finally, and I really mean it this time, I would like my last offi¬ 
cial act as E3W editor to be a thank you to Mike and Amol, 
without whom the E3W would simply never have existed. 
Thanks, guys. 

Check us out next year and on the web this summer. Coming 
soon, new web exclusive articles every week... that’s right! New! 
On the web! Yowza! www.everythreeweekly.com. 
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FUTURE MONKEY 

continued from page 2 

“I’m just a monkey,” he said. “A monkey that can predict 
the future. All I ask for is a little peace and quiet, plus a 
few bananas to munch on every day. I never wanted to be 
some fortune teller, or a celebrity, or a symbol of hope for 
all those who fear the stormy expanses of time, that dark, 
mysterious continuum invisible to the eyes of most 
primates in which the internet is overrun by Swedish 
perverts who flood the network with reindeer porn, in 
which all of Lake Erie is ceded to the Canadians in the 
surprise sequel to the War of 1812, in which dolphins 
develop superhuman intelligence but use it only to score 
with human supermodels. I implore the public: please, 
just leave me to my bananas.” 

After a moment of silent reflection, Monkdini added, “I 
like bananas.” 

Despite Monkdini’s impassioned plea, it seems unlikely 
that he will find blissful anonymity any time soon. “Bottom 
line here,” said Adrian Malone, Monkdini’s keeper, “is 
that we have a very bad little monkey on our hands, and I 
have a lot of gambling debts on my hands. So if I don’t 
have a monkey that agrees to play ‘Rainman’ for me when 
I go to Vegas next month, there’ll be hell to pay. Monkey 
hell.” 


SHOOTING 

continued from page 1 

The fourth person shocked by the shooting, rapper Sean 
“Puffy” Combs, was unavailable for comment, as he was 
taping a video for his new “joint,” “School Shootings Just 
Don’t Happen No More.” 

While the aforementioned four people were deeply 
affected by the tragedy, the rest of the country barely 
noticed. “It’s a horrible tragedy seen many times before,” 
stated NBC news anchor Tom Brokaw blandly before 
sighing, rolling his eyes, and giving the nation its true 
craving: XFL highlights. “It was a horrible scene, yadda 
yadda yadda , child who was a loner, blah blah blah , will 
be tried as an adult, blah blah blah buy my book The 
Greatest Generation, it’s about old people.” 

Marion Tyler, the school’s head counselor, was also 
unsurprised by the tragedy. “He was picked on a lot, 
shunned by his peers, he had access to guns,” he said. “I 
mean, c’mon people, a bus load of retards can finish this 
story. He’d have done a lot more shooting if earthquakes, 
fires, power outages, mudslides, and riots hadn’t already 
killed most of our senior class. On the bright side, this 
makes my job a bit more important the next time we have 
layoffs.” 

In an effort to prevent future school shootings, the district 
is favoring a measure that would exile any students who 
were unattractive, socially inept, immature, unsure of 
themselves, or who expressed their uniqueness in any way. 
The plan calls for the creation of “Palcatraz,” a special 
school focused on forging social connections and sucking 
out whatever traits make them individuals. 

Meanwhile, the shooting is expected to re-ignite the 
debate on gun control, fuel several failed attempts at 
legislation, spark several copycat shootings in other 
schools, and inspire a TV movie starring Judith Light as a 
heartbroken yet courageous mother bent on changing the 
cruel world that prematurely took her son. Life will then 
go back to normal until the next school shooting, which is 
scheduled for Monday. 


RALPH 

continued from page 1 

Italian—you do the math.” 

After being informed that there was no arithmetic implicit 
in his last statement, Moore replied, “Shut up, shortie.” 

Soon afterwards, the lanky Williams jogged onto the 
practice court wearing a full sweat suit with a brown suede 
jacket. Then, Williams announced the rubrics for the day’s 
practice with great flair. 

“Rubric one—The top of the key—and the depths of the 
Inferno.. .the top of the key, and the depths of the Inferno. 
Rubric Two—it’s so lovely to see all of you here today, 
each and every one of you—Rubric Two—And so goeth 
Ellerbe, to the sulphurs of Hell...and so goeth Ellerbe, to 
the sulphurs of hell...” 

Looking directly at freshman guard Avery Queen, he 
continued. “Rubric Three—‘Alas, poor Crawford! I knew 
him, Horatio.’” 

Queen then turned to Moore and whispered, “Why does 
he keep calling me Horatio?” 

After eight more rubrics and nearly 71, biblical, classical, 
Elizabethan, Victorian, political, agricultural, gastronomical, 
scientific and cosmetic allusions, the team began a light workout 
and scrimmage, followed by a short lecture on the repeated 
use of pick-and-roll imagery in the gospel of St. Luke. 

Following the practice, star - forward La Veil Blanchard 
expressed optimism regarding Professor Wil li ams’ new role. 
“It’s not like things can get any worse,” he said. “Oh no, maybe 
we’ll be down 34-0 to Duke instead of 34-2. I’m scared, really.” 

From out of nowhere, Professor Williams chimed, in a 
register three octaves above his normal speaking voice, 
“And that’s true too!” 


BASEBALL 

continued from page 4 

to play—$1000, $1200, maybe even $1500 a season. It 
might get so bad they might have to put in some Negroes 
or Italians! This would be the greatest farce since allowing 
our women to vote! Perhaps someday they, too, shall 
demand a league of their own. And what then? The honor! 

We should ask ourselves if we want our children and our 
children’s children to see our Cubs win then numerous future 
World Series’—I am predicting at least 8 national 
championships in the next twenty years—in a place known 
as Wrigley Field, Sears’ Diamond, or perhaps in some large 
metallic bubble dubbed only as the Chromedome? The whole 
idea is so preposterous that I shall leave you discombobulated. 
Good night, and God bless. 



Bernard Schultzman, Businessman, ADED at 84 

Famed businessman and philanthropist Bernard 
Schultzman IEDD last night at the age of 84 in his 
home in Greenwich, NECNOCTUTIC. The cause, 
said his doctor and friend Harvey Green, was 
NACCRE. 

Working his way up the corporate DERALD in the 
1930’s, Schultzman, known to his friends as “Bernie,” 
or “Big Nose,” was named Senior IECV President of 
the Ace Trapdoor Company in 1954, only to 
mysteriously vanish from the President’s office during 
a meeting in 1955, reappearing WOT years later in 
the building’s long-abandoned dungeon. 

Taking over the top post in 1960, Schultzman led 
the MNYOPCA through the difficult trapdoor 
recession of the mid-60’s, as well as the Sexual 
VTIRULEON—unrelated to the business, but 
apparently a great deal of fun. 

Upon his EMTNREIRE in 1980, Schultzman 
devoted his life to philanthropy, contributing much of 
his EUNTORF to Anti-Environmental movements. 
(Schultzman’s virulent scorn for the environment had 
much to do with his fear of death by natural causes— 
like getting hit by a tree or eaten by squirrels.) 

He is survived by his FWEI, Lorraine, A daughter, 
Trudie, and his expansive collection of pornographic 
videos—which were hidden in under the third 
floorboard of his OTOL shed in the back yard. 
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Arts & Sports - 

E3W Book Review 

Leana Stevens' Diary: My Memories and Dreams 


Once in a great while, a reviewer is blessed with the 
privilege of uncovering a hidden gem and conveying the 
triumphant news to the literary public. In pieces such as 
these, every chapter, every idea, every word leads to a 
deeper truth than a mere printed text. Yes, even the very 
pages and ink seem to convey a physical insight into the 
human spirit we as readers are fortunate enough to bask 
in. For those of you looking for such a book to read when 
you’re snuggling up in a big wool blanket next to a fire, 
do not read My Memories and Dreams Leana Stevens. 

The first person style of this book gave me flashbacks 
to the Beverly Cleary classic Dear Mr. Henshaw, but 
this book fell far short of honoring this comparison. 
My first complaint was in obtaining a copy for review. 
I normally receive books well in advance, as part of a 
press junket. However, only I happened upon this book 
while rummaging through my roommate’s personal 
belongings. Sure enough, beneath the mattress, next to 
a roll of condoms and a tattered picture of her 
grandmother, there it was. 

As soon as I began reading, I realized I should have left 
it behind like so many of the used birth control devices it 
was buried with. The characters in this book are far too 
dull and boring to carry an entire text. This book is 
supposed to invoke a level of realism, but the characters 


seem far too caricatured to do anything of the sort. 

First, we meet the stereotypical father figures. Her 
natural father left her mother when Leana was just 3, then 
after a string of abusive boyfriends, her mother finally 
settled on a man, who despite his repeated sexual advances 
toward a then 8 year old Leana, was the only positive role 
model in her life. How many times have we read and seen 
this contrived storyline? 

Of course her mother is a neglectful alcoholic who 
doesn’t protect Leana against her stepfather, and this is 
merely one of the tiny details that peppers Leana’s pathetic 
life in a vain attempt at obtaining the reader’s sympathy. 
The plot also does little to enhance the reading experience. 
Conforming to the emerging style of free-lance 
storytelling. My Memories seems to be more of a character 
study than a traditional novel, with no real exposition. We 
are supposed to join Leana on her personal journey from 
childhood, to high school, and now to college. This 
technique has been utilized successfully by many 
wonderful contemporary authors, and in most cases is 
successful. This is impossible, however, due to the inanity 
of the main character. One of the few redeeming passages 
is where she intimately describes the crush she had on her 
high school’s star quarterback, Andrew Vogel, and how 
she pines for him to this day despite the fact he’s now 
studying abroad and engaged to a French waitress. 

Still, in this egocentric self-homage, the protagonist is 
completely one-dimensional. We feel no real attachment 


to her, and thus don’t really care when we discover that she 
has a life-threatening eating disorder, is failing most of her 
classes, and her roommate breaks into her closet and sells 
her CDs to buy heroin. Everyone she befriends betrays her, 
her boyfriends just use her for sex, she’s poor so she has to 
work two jobs and share a one-bedroom apartment with a 
complete stranger. Halfway through her predictable 
narration, I traded any sympathy I may have had for her for 
feelings of resentment toward her naivete. I grew sick of 
the oft-repeated pattern of listing “resolutions for change,” 
followed by her struggle to embrace them and the inevitable 
shame spiral that accompanied each failure. 

Bitch, bitch, bitch. Soon the diary turns into a laundry 
list of life-style complaints and downers scattered among 
the sort of pseudo intellectual tripe one would expect from 
an author who has obviously seen a few too many Kevin 
Smith movies. The only interesting part is when she 
questions the notion of a God since she is made to suffer 
so much. But these few paragraphs where she realizes her 
life is completely void of meaning do nothing to make up 
the 22 years of boring, contrived writing. 

That’s why I gave her diary 1 out of 5 stars. It’s not good 
reading, but you can use it to start a fire or as a small lap desk. 
I’d post it on the Internet, but that would be just one more 
petty thing to complain about in this already pathetic life stoiy. 

Wanna read an excerpt from My Memories? You can 
exclusively can www.evetythreeweekly.com! 


Mr. Men Start Boy Band, Take Guesswork out of Character Stereotypes 

Mr. Messy still insists, " No, I'm the cute one!" 


Music Scoop! 

By Tina Logan 

Hey, music fans! Have I got a hot, new band for you. Sure, 
the Backstreet Boys and NSYNC are tearin’ up the charts 
(and tearin’ up our hearts!) but we all know they’ve got 
about as much time left as the XFL, so we’d best be getting 
on to the next big thing if we’re going to be hip. Without 
further ado, then, I present to you the hottest new thing in 
music: The Mr. Men! 

I’m sure you remember the Mr. Men, right? You know, 
those cool little books with those dudes that were all heads, 
like Mr. Noisy? Well, they’ve forces as a singing and 
dancing dynamo. 

The Mr. Men—soon to be known simply as “the Man 
Band”—are totally excited about their new careers. 
Although most of their endeavors up until now have 
involved solving the problems arising from their single, 
overbearing personality traits while inspiring children with 
the underlying moral lessons of their exploits, the Mr. Men 
are ready to take the music world by storm. 

Said group agent Cash Moneybags, “The Mr. Men were 
always wildly popular with the kids. They never really 
went out of style. We’re appealing to an age group that 
has been completely overlooked in the recent teenybopper 
pop insurgence: the 3 to 6 year old bracket. Plus, we’re 
saving millions in marketing campaigns trying to make 
up accessible personalities for these guys. I mean, their 
characters pretty much speak for themselves.” 



The Mr. Men are going to rock your world 


Even though their artistic abilities sometimes seem 
somewhat flat and one dimensional, each Mr. Man has 
something unique to offer the group. Mr. Happy, the 
leader, offers spiritual support to his band mates. “I just 
want to make our fans smile,” the selfless, adorable 
blonde admits. 

Mr. Jelly is well known for his amazing dancing ability, 
often times breaking off in the middle of a number to shake 
free form for several minutes at a time in a Jello-esque 
orgiastic frenzy. Raved fan Tina Small, “Oh my 
goddddddd, he is soooo amazing. It would be even better 
if I knew what ‘orgiastic frenzy’ meant.” 

Fellow Man Band member Mr. Noisy, standing at an 
impressive 2’6”, 45 lbs., is easily recognized as a noisy 
red head. Seriously. He likes to make a lot of noise, and 


he’s pretty much just a big head that’s red. 

Of course, everything hasn’t been completely turning 
up daisies for this young group. There have been several 
conflicts between Mr. Messy and his band mates, who 
claim his slovenly habits are impossible to live with on 
the road. Shouted Mr. Noisy, “I can’t take it anymore!!! 
Sure, I know he wouldn’t be Mr. Messy without the mess, 
but does he have to store all his old banana peels and rotting 
fish heads in MY dressing room? RARRRRRRR, I like 
to be loud!” 

Mr. Uppity, though totally CUTE with a capital CUTE, 
seems to be the least accessible member of the group. A 
late addition—he joined only after Mr. Tickle was forced 
to abandon the band in the midst a rumored child 
molestation scandal—Mr. Uppity consistently refuses to 
participate in the Man Band’s quirky, endearing antics, 
often appealing to turn up his nose in the midst of their 
tomfoolery. 

However, The Man Band is willing to work through their 
difficulties. They have the best interest of the fans at heart 
and the cold, money-hungry fingers of their producers 
gripping their souls and driving them on and inspiring them 
to produce the infectious pop music they will hopefully 
be famous for. 

The Man Band tells us at Music Scoop! they are 
extremely excited to begin touring later this year. Their 
new record, “Won’t you be my Little Miss?” hits stores 
next week. 

Well, see you next time. Music Scoopers! 
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